Gu-stave Flaubert Letters

to be or who wanted to be something, no matter what. I am
of the last comers and you others born of us, you are between
the illusions of my time and the crude deception of the new
times. It is quite natural that Du Camp should go parallel
with you in a series of observations and ideas, that does not
mean anything. There will be no resemblance.

Oh no! I have not found a title for you, it is too serious, and
then I should need to know everything. In any case I am
no good today to do anything except to draw up my epitaph.
Et in Arcadia ego, you know, I love you, dear friend brother,
and bless you with all my heart.

G. Sand
Monday.

XLIL    To GUSTAVE FLAUBERT, AT CKOISSET

Paris, 9 January, 1867
Dear comrade,

Your old troubadour has been tempted to bite the dust. He
is still in Paris. He should have left the 25th of December;
his trunk was strapped; your first letter was awaiting him
every day at Nohant. At last he is all ready to leave and he
goes tomorrow with his son Alexandre,1 who is anxious to
accompany him.

It is stupid to be laid on one's back and to lose consciousness
for three days and to get up as enfeebled as if one had done
something painful and useful. It was nothing after all, except
a " temporary impossibility of digesting anything whatever.
Cold, or weakness, or work, I don't know. I don't think of it
any longer. Sainte-Beuve is much more disquieting, somebody
must have written you about it. He is better also, but there

1 Alexandra Dumas fils.
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